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An hour later Francis came down the stairs
in his riding-coat, Andrew the boy carrying his
valise. He was going away, and David knew that
it was for ever. David found then how deeply
he loved him. Afterwards he pleaded with him:
why were they drifting so far apart? Could they
not open their hearts to one another? And Francis
answered: * Oh, sir, would to God I could 1
Something silences me, I will work, father, any-
where you place me ... in your Keswick office
, . . I will do all I can/

What an echo of ghosts was here! For had
not David's father once, in the dead years, said
the same? For a moment Francis Henries the
Elder stood there, that same ironical twist to his
lip that his grandson had.

So Francis went to work in the Keswick office,
and he was useless. All he cared for was to read
poetry and philosophy. Poetry and philosophy!
So, loving one another deeply, they drifted
farther and farther apart*

But Judith was a^ greater mystery for poor
David, who would sit back in his arm-chair before
the lire, his legs spread, his great bulk at ease, but
his honest friendly face twisted with perplexity.

He wanted to do what was right by the child.
She was his own father's daughter; but the truth
was that neither he nor Sarah felt that she had any-
thing to do with him at all At one moment she
was a child of her proper age, at another almost
a woman, ordering the men and maids in the
place as though she commanded it. She had a
good heart, he could tell that, but when she